CHAPTER L

The Prophscy.

Halt a dowen high, llittle French
volees floated shrilly out Into the gar-
den, on a sunshiny morning of 1820
from the great entry of an old farm-
bouse In the valley under the Jura
mountalns, 'The grandmother, sitting
whitecapped in the center of the hub-
bub, one more willingly than the
others, for not enly was Francols her
best loved, but also the story he asked
for was the story she liked to tell,

Smillng, the grandmother began:
“You must know, my children, that It
was on a day In the month of May, In
the year 1818, that he came. You,
Lagle, and you, Pierre, and Marie
were not born, only Francols and
Tomns. Francols wae the older—not
quite three years old, The mother had
gone to care for your Aunt Lucie, who
was i1}, and 1 kept the house for your
father, It was the vear of the great
. conscription, when the emperor took
_' all the men to fight, not only the
strong ones, but the boys, and the old
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= and infirm, If they might but drag
(. themselves at the tall of a regiment.
¥ So the few men who were not under
[ b the fag were sorely uecded by thelr
L families, for it was necessary, If the
_',’ : women and children were not to
o atarve, that eome should stay to work
0~ fn the fields. Your father was of the
'3 fow who had escaped In our village of

Vieques.

“One morning a man appeared In
the village and sald that Napoleon
would pmsa this way within a few
hours.

“Outeide 1 heard the neighbors call
ing the same two words—'Nupoleon
b comes'—one called It to another, 1f
o the trumpet of the angel sounded the

end of the world, they could not have
had more fear. Then your [father
kissed me, and kneeled and held you,
Francols, and Tomas, in his arms, and
1 saw tears, but he was bLrave—but
yea. 'Courage, llttle mother,” he sald,
‘for me and for the bables. Courage.’
“And at that your father, who was
> my little lad once, you konow, my dears,
had gone, and 1 stood with an ache
where my heart should have been, and
for a moment I wus stupld and could
not think.
“As 1 stood 50, llke a blow there was
a rush of gulloping horses in a shower

118 of nolse down the streot, and my
f heart stopped, for the horses drew up

: at this house. So that I was still In

-
-

\ the middle of the floor when the door
' openod.
“It opened, that door there, and

agalnst the light | saw men erowding
o in the entry. They wore uniforms of
bright colors, atd swords hung at thelr
wides, and on their heads were hats
with trimmings of gold. Then I saw
—Numpoleon, With a step toward me
‘he spoke in a kind volte, hall smiling.
o “‘Madame, he sald, ‘will you let us
: use this room and this table for an
: hour? You shall not be disturbed in
/ your work.”

“l made my courtesy to these great
gentlemen a8 I had been taught, and 1
found myself saying quile easlly to his
majesty the emperor, as easlly as If 1
talked to Monsleur le Cure, to whom
I waa accustomed, that he was wel-
come; that I would serve him gladly
if he wished to command me. And
then I left them. 1 went into the

ky kitchen and began to get dinner, but

1 was so dazed that | could not seem

to make the soup as usual. When,
~ suddenly, 1 heard a child cry, and with

no thought then but of my bables, I

flew to the door of the great room and
q o stood looking, for I could not pass the
e gentinel,

“Among the officers in their unl-
fee forms Lhere lay on the floor lttle Fran.
M cols In his nightdress, and all the of-

* ficers looked at him and luughed. The

cohild, sleeping In the farther room,

bl had waked at the voices and had
f climbed down from hils erib and tod
dled out to see, The glitter of the uni-

forms must have pleased him, and as

i they all bent over the papers on the
table he had pulled at the sword of

one whom | afterward knew (o be the

great Marshal Ney. He wore a dark

coat all heavy with gold lace, my chil-
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b dren, and white pantaloons and high
. Paz shining black boots, and acroes his
| breast a scarlet ribbon., He sat next
'ﬁ'.‘. the emperor. The murshal, turning
¢ sharply ut the tug, knocked the little
3 ont ever. It was thén Francols erled
" out

“Napoleon himself who spoke as |
pesred under the sentinel's arm. He
shook ‘his finger 2% hig ofMicer,

“‘Marshal, AMarshal,' he eried, ‘are
you pot too qulck to overidyew o

3 "; 3

s

arma?

“The emperor seemed to joke, for
he lsugbed a little, yet thero was a
sound in his voice as if some part was
sarious, He turned sharply to Lhe
mayor. ‘What {5 the child's name?

“The mayor was our [riend and
. knew the bables. ‘Francols Beaupre,
aire, he answered tremblingly.

- "“The emperor gave a short nod,
Make hlin kneel he sald, ‘Marshal,
~ your sword.’

' “It was still for o moment, and all
 the officars stood up alpent, snd then
8. the emperor took the marshal's svword
A1 - and struck the baty'a shoulder a lght
& blow with the fint of it

¢ * ‘Hise Ckeraliar Prancols Beaupre,
" he sald clearly, and In the paunsc he
_‘_..m with a look In his oyos as if
. one gazed forward: ‘Some day, per-
baps, & marshal of France under an
~other Bonaparte'"

CHAPTER II,

. The Stranger.
~ On an afternoon in July in
e , Francols, being ten years old

dréamur, came alons through
' with his short
over an anclent wall,

He ast thers,
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Kicked his heels, and thought of his
brilliant future, and also of the story
of the great dog and the treasure, The
tradition ran that ages back, in the
Lime of Caesar, fifty years after Christ,
a Roman governor in thia Gallic prov-
Ince had bullt & formidable castle on
this hill outeide the village. The castle
had great granaries to hold the graln
which the governor tortured from the
peasants and sent to Rome to sell. So
he grew rich by oppression, and the
gold wrung from the people he piled in
cellars deep in his castle, When It
came to be a great amount he sent far
to the north and got a huge dog, and
thie dog he trained to a terrible flerce-
ness, so that anyone coming near In
the long underground corridors where
he guarded the treasure was sure o
ba torn in pleces, except always the
EOVernor.

For years things went on in this
way, the governor grinding the peas-
ants, and the glant dog guarding him
and hig treasure, till at last there came
a thunderbolt—the governor was sent
for to come to Rome to glve an nae-
count of the riches which he had kept
from the emperor. He had to go, but
he left the dog in charge, and the night
after he was gone the peasantry gath-
ered and set fire to the chateau and
burped It to the ground, and the dog
and the treasure wera buried In It
and there they are to this day. The
people of Vieques belleve that If a
man will go to dig that treasure and
will stay till midnight, that at twelve
exactly n colossal dog will rise from
the ruilned stones and come, breathing
flames; in his mouth will be the key
of the treasure-vault, and back of him
will stand the ghost of the Roman gov-
ernor wrapped in white, his face cov-
ered. And If the man will be bold
enough to take the key from the flam-
ing mouth, then dog and governor will
vanlgh in a clap of thunder, and In
front of the daring one will rise the
door of the treasure-vault, and he may
turn the key and go In and help hlin-
self.

Friancols congldered, and, [ealing no
fear In his eoul, declded that he was
the man destined to take the key out
of the dog's mouth and get the treas-
ure, which he would at once transfer
irtact to his mother. e had no need
for treasure: there wers things more
fmportant. It was for him to become
a marshal of France. Napoleon had
gald so; it must be go; but he should
llke, on the way to this goal, to face
the dog nnd take the key and give his
mother the treasure,

In the galety of the thought, and
feeling both ambitious nll but accom-
plished by this decigion, he lifted him-
self on the palme of his hands and
kicked out lightly over the abyss. As
e kicked there was a sudden strong
grip on hig shoulder; he was jerked
backward and rolled on the grass.

“Are vou tired of llfe at this age
then?" a strident voice demanded, and
Francoia lay on hils back and regarded
wondering, at epse, the bronzed lined
face of a big man standing over him.
Francols smiled; then lsughed with
assurance of the other's friendliness

up into the strange man's face. He
got to his feet and stood,
“No, m'slour,” he egald politely. *I

was only pleased at thinking what 1
am golng to be some day.”

“Ah! Is It permitted to ask what
magnificence it I8 that you are to be?”

“Certainly it Is permitted, m'sisur,”
Francols answered in his courageous,
courteous way. *'1 shall one day bhe a
‘marshal of France under another
Bonaparte,'"

The stranger watched him, aston-
Ished, and then he lald his hand on the
slim shoulder In Its homespun blouse.
and Lis grave volce wag gentle. "My
child, be careful how you say words

young a soldier, so full of love fev

| into trouble,

“Rlige, Chevaller Francois Beaupre!”

like those; you may get your father
It Is a good belief 1o
keep ln one's heart, and you and | may
yet shout Vive I'Empereur' for a Na-
poleon again, Yes, who knows? Hu!
I must go on. Good dny, my friend.
the marshal.”

CHAPTER Il
Without Fear.

The gilder was at work gilding the
great bull on top of the church steaple,
Every twenty years this had fo by
done, and it was an event in the vil-
lage. Moreover, it was dangerous, and,
like nll dangers, fasclnating.

The boys of Vieques steod in groups
in the strect with their heads bent
back, watching the tlpy figure of o
mon that crept up an invisible ladder
far 1o the alr, lnshed to the side of the
steeple. Up and up it went, llke a fly,
erawling on the feche, and there was
a sinking feeling In each boy's etom-
nch whigh was dellghtful, to think how
at any moment that ereeping black
spot which was the gilder might fall

ettt
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Francols would not dare climb that
ladder to the ball, Dare you?"

The great brown eyes of Francols
turned about the group; the boys walt-
el eagerly for his answer, It was al
ways this one who led into the dan-
gerousa places; always this one who
went a bit further when the others’
courage failed.

“I dare,” sald Francols. Then the
dark heads came together in an un-
ensy masg, and there was whispering.

At the dinnerhour that day several
mothers of the village remarked that
thelr small lnds were restlass, not in.
tent ns usual on the black bread and
the soup of chopped vegetables and
the green beans-—all anxlous to fAnish
and get away. Only the mother of
Francols, however, reasoned from this
that mischief was brewing. When the
slim, wiry, little figure slipped from
tha table and out through Lhe open
door, she rose and followed and stood
In the great entry walching him race
across the fleld toward the church. He
veered but once In his straight path—
to turn to the Prilpoteaux cottage,
whers the gllder lodged while in Vie
ques.

*lHow =oon will one be at work up
there again?' he asked through the
window of Auguste Philpoteanx git-
ting at his dinner, and the man an-
swored good-naturedly:

“It may be In half an hour, my boy,
Not sooner.” And Francols raced on.

By this {ime a boy here and a hoy
thera had stolen from their dinner
tabiles and were gathering in groups
down the street, but the elders paid
no attention. Francols disappeared In-
to the church; the boys began to grow
breathless.

“It will take some minutes for the
stairs,” one sald, and they walted,
'wo minutes, three, perhaps five;
something fose out of the trap-door
leading to the platform from which the
steeple sprang—a figure, looking very
small 50 far up above them. Instantly
it attached iteelf, like a crawling fly,
to the side of the steeple; it moved up-
ward, Henrl Dufour, below io the
street, jumped as A hand gripped hls
arm. He looked up frightened at La
Clalre.

“Is that my Francols?’ she demand-
od sternly, but the boy did not need to
answer,

With that, by degrees people came
from the cottages ns at soma mysterl
ous waming and stood silent, afrald to
breasthe, watching the little flgure
creeping up, up the dizzy narrowing
penk of the church steeple. A rider
gulloped down the road; seecing the
groups, he pulled in hls bay horge and
his eyes followed the upward glance
of the whole village,

“Who fs it?" he Nung at the nearest
knot of peasants; his volce was abrupt
and commanding.

The men pulled off thelr caps, and
one answerad respectfully: “It 1s Ht-
tle Franeols Beaupre, my selgneur; It
ia a child who has no fear; he is al
most at the top, but we dread it when
he desconds.”

“Mon dieu!” the man on horseback
growled. “If he looks down he is loat;
the lnd I8 a born hero or a born luna-
tle.”

The crawling spot up there showed
dark In the sunlight against the new
gllding of the ball. It stopped; the
blot was fixed for a second; another
second. From the ¢rowd rose gusps.
and exclted broken senlences,

“Ho has the vertigo! He is lost!"

The dark blot clung against the gild-
ing. Then suddenly it moved, began
to make n slow way downward, nud a
long sigh, llke o ripple on water, ran
through the ranks of people. No one
gapoke; oll the eyes watched the little
figure elip down, down the unseen lad-
dor In the alr. At last it was at the
bottom: It disappeared into the trap-
door. Every one began to talk volubly
at once; & woman cried for joy, then a
child spoke In a high vcice,

“See,"” she sald shrilly, "the mother
of Franeols goes to meet him!"™

Le Clalre was far down the street,
glidlng toward that church door
which was under the steeple, As she
renched it the little lad came out, his
mee Aushed, his eyes shinlng with ex-
cltement aod triumpl. She took his
hand gllently, hardly looking at him,
and turned #o, quietly, without a word
of either joy or reproof, her face im-
passive. She had got her boy again
from the dead, it seomed to Claire
and those first momeuts wore beyond
words or emhraces. To touch his warm
hapd was enough. The man on the
buy harae, trotting slowly along, saw
the moeeting

“It 18 n woman out of the common,
thnt one,” he spoke aloud. “She rules
herself und the boy.” ‘And the boy
looked up as he came and smiled and
tugged st hig cap with the hand which
his mother did not hold.

“Giood morning, mwleur,” he sald
with friendliness, and the rider staroed.

“Bacre bleu!™ he fluug back in his
strong sudden volee. “It is my friend,
the murshnl, Was It you, then, glued
up there?! Yet another fashion to play
with death, eh? Nom d'un chien! You
have a star of good luck—ycu are
suved tor somathing greal, it must
b

“M'sleur the Marsbal,” he flung at
Yrancols, "Come and see me In the
chateau”

There was a clatter of galloping
hoofs; the bay mare hnd her rider
were far down the street.

“Who Is it, my mothar —tha fierce
gentleman ™ Francols asied.

“You are fortunate today, Fran-
cols,” Cladra answered bhim, “The good
God han saved your life from a very
groat foollshness, and also 1 think you
have made a friend. It ls the new
seignour.”

CHAPTER 1IV.

Coming t;-l'lll Own,
L
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ywars ago, bafore Waterloo, Na-
chateay of

Vieques and Ita lands to general tho
Baron Gaspard Gourgaud, whom he
had before then fashloned into a very
good pattern of a soldier ocut of mate-
rial laft over from the old arlstocracy.
Vicques lay In the Valley Delesmontes
—"gf the mountalns"—a league from
the little city Delesmontes, whose six
thousand Inhabltants constituted It the
chiel clty of this valley of the Juran
Over Vieques hung the mountain
called Le Rose, bohind Le Rose loomed
that greater mountain called Le Ral
meu; back of Le Ralmeu rolled the
Jura range. ;

The Baron-General Gourgnud, taking
posseasion of the chatean In this
month of July, thought it lucky he had
not seen this domaln of his before,
else the vision would have turned his
heart from his duty, After a full career
glmost In boyhood—for the Cross of
the Legion of Honor hid come to him
at twenty-four—after service in the
Spanish and Austrian campaigns and
diplomatic missions; after saving the
emperor's life at Moscow; after Water
loo, Napoleon had chosen him as one
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“Come and See Me in the Chateau.”

of throe ofMicers to go with him to St
Helenn, The chateau and estate of
Vieques had been given to him by the
emperor after that brave and lucky
moment at Moscow when, the first
man to enter the Kremliln, he had
gnatchied thoe muatch from a mass of
gunpowder which would a moment
luter have blown up both officers and
em peror,

Ten years before he bhad married;
four veurs after that his wife had died,
and the daughter she lefli was now o
girl of saven. a falry type of girl

“You are perfect in every way but
one, Alixe,” he said. as he swung her
bigh to kins her, “You are—"

“I kmow,” the little girl Interrupted.
comradailke, "1 know the fault T have
1 amm not a boy. But I do not wish to
be a boy, father, 1 would then grow
to be a great fleree pergon with a mus-
tache—like you, Imugine me, father,
with & mustache,” and the two laughed
together.
L] L ]

“Father, father!" Alixe dashed into
the library,

“There 1s a queer, little, villags boy
—but a good boy, father. He has
brought you a bunch of lettuce—such
white fat lettuce! WII you see him?
He is a very good bhoy.™

“Alixe, you are impayable,” the gen-
ernl groaned. “1 am your plaything!
Yes, send for all the village—that will
help me with my writing”

Alixe, Ignoring sarcasm, had flown.
In a minute she was back and led by
the hand Francols.

“AR!' the general greeted him stern-
Iy, “My friend, the marshal! You
have already begun the attack on my
chautean, it seems ™

L] L L] - -

“No, my selgnour,” the boy an-
awered gravely. “Not yet. [ bring you
some salade as a present, It is from

my mother's garden, 1 chose the best."

“I thank you," sald the general with
serlousuoss., “1 am not sure {f your
mother will thank you equally,
a good present.”

Francols was gratified. Le Clain
had this morning sent him to the gar
deng with n wide margin of time, and
the insplration hud come as he looked
down the gleaming row of white let
tuce that he would thke a tribute and
make the vistt which the selgneur had
asked him to make,

General Gourgaud brought down lils
fist on & tuble so that it rattled and
Francols etarted—but not Allxe.

“Sabre de bols!™ he threw at the
two children, “You have®ruined my
morning between you. 1 mennt to fin.
ish those cursed chapters this morn-
ing. But let thems walt, Having the
honor to recelve a visit from an officer
of high rank, the least | can do Is to
entertain Him, What amusement do
you prefer, M'sieur the Marshal? |1
am al your serviee.'”

It was natural to Francols to belleve
every one kindly; he accepted with
simplicity, it with slight surprise, the
general's speech,

“The seigneur has fought battles un-
dor the grent emperor himself?" the
boy asked In an awed lone,

“Yes,” came the abrupt answer,

“Think!"” whispered the French boy.
“To have fought under the emperor!"
And the old wsoldier's heart thrilled
guddenly. The child went on. “If the
selgneur would tell me a story of one
fight—of just one!"™

“Ratisbon, Ratisbon!” clamored
Allxe, and she scrambled over the arm
of his chalr to her father's knee and
her hand went around his veck ' “Tell
about Matisbon and the ditoh and the
ladders, father.”

“Halt!" ordered the geneval, “I have
not a woek to talk. ‘But I will tell
nbout Hatisbon if you wish."

The deep volce stopped, then went
on ngnin. “The Austrians beld Ratls-
bon and the hridge across the Danube
enmiperor wished to take
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tha town and that bridge. Marshal
Lannes was ordered to do It. You see,
my children, the walls were very old
but filled with Austrian artillery, and
there was Infanlry on the parapets.
An old diteh lay under the walls, a
large diteh, dry, but twenty feet high
and fifty feet wide. All the bottom of
it was o vegetable garden, To take
that town It was necessary lo go down
into that diteh and climb up agalp to
the walls, and all the time one would
be under fire from the Austrians on
the walls—do you understand (hat,
children? Very well. Twlce the mar-
shal asked for fifty volunteers to take
the ludders and place them in the
ditch. Twice one hundred men sprang
forward, and it was necessary to
choose the fifty., Twice they dashed
out, carrying the ladders, from behind
tha great stone barn which had cov-
ered them, and each time the detail
was wiped out—Afty men wiped out. It
was ke that, my children, the fight at
Ratisbon.”

“The emperor!” Francols breathed
—'"the emperor was thore!"

Probably nothing, which had not to
do with his daughter, could have
tonched General Gourgeud as did that
tribute,

“Sapristi!™ he growled. “The arm |
of the little corporal reaches a long |
way. The child has not even seen him,
and vollu, he foves him”

The child’s face flushed. *DBut yes,
my seigneur,” Francols spoke quickly.
“Hut yes. I have seen the ewperor”

“You have geen Napoleon?" The
genernl was surprised. “How i3 that?

In a boyish fashlon, In homely lan
gunge of his class, yet with that dra- |
mutie instinet which s characteristie- |
ally French, Francols told his tale as
hig grandmother had told it te him and
to his brothers and sisters—the tale |
which the children ealled “Napoleon
Comes." The general listened with a
sincere Interest,

“My boy.,” he addressed the lad, “1
do not know the law—-I am n soldier.
Yot by my idea yvou are chevaller, ore-
ated so by the act of the most power-
ful monnarch who ever ruled Franoe—
by our Emperor Napoleon. The time
may come when, as the emperor sald,
you may be a marshal of France under
another Bonaparte. But that is a
small thing if the time comes when
yon may help another Bonaparte to
come to hls right, to rule over Frunce
It i that of which you must think till
the hour strikes, and then it s that
which you must give your life for."

Little Francols, the visionary, the
hero worshiper, trembled. I will do
It, my seiguenr,” he gald, frightened yot
inepired, lifted Into n tremendous diz-
zying atmosphere.  And with that a
pecret which he had told no one, not

oven his mother, broke forth. “My |
gelghoeur, a strange thing  happens
sometimes—I1 have drenms—yet they |

are not dreams—in hroad daylight, 1
seo things—1 henr voleea—which are
not of our village, Three times 1 saw
a long road up a mountain, and over |
the mountaln was a large star. | saw |
it three times#, and once a volce said ‘It
fs the star of the Honapartes, but also |
your star, Francois, Follow It." |

The genern]l was a hard-headed per |
gon for all hia cult of Napoleon, and
vislon-seslng appearcd to him  non-
genge. He pooh-poohed at once the
idea of a star divided betwaeen the
house of Donaparte and a small peps: |

ant. “Your mother had better put a |
wetl cloth In your cup' he advised.
“Parblen—seeing stars in  midday!

Some onelegged old fighter has been
gabbling before you about the star of
the Bonapartes, and that and a touch |
of sunatroke In this heat, It may be, |
have turned you silly. Let me hear no
more of gtars, but keep at your lesson
and learn to be—"

With that he was aware that the
boy did not hear him. The lHght Agure |
was on tiptoes—ihe large eyes stared
ft the wall, and the child spoke In an
uninflected volce as if something muf
fled spoke through him

"1 see the star,” he sald. "1 sea lt]
through a window where nre
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NAMES THAT DICKENS USED|

Carved on English Tombstones, They |
Recall the Works of Great
Author.

The happy discovery In
churchyard of "the Immorial pames’
of Twist, Flight and Cuppy reminds
me that some years age in Bunhill
Melds cemetery 1 noticed on some
tombstones not far apart from ove
another the following names; Sarah
lirass, Guarland and Sopbronin, all tnt1
which appear In “The Old Curloesity
Shop;" Oram, the name of the under- |
taker in “David Copperfield;"” and |
PBlight and CGeorge Ssimpson, l:auwa‘
gccurring In “Our Mutuul Friend.”

Georgn Sampson i= the much snub-
bed suitor of Bella Wilfer's slster La- |
vinin. “Young Plight,” whose wages |
ware 168 a week, is elaborately dq-]
gcribed s belng “managing clerk,
junior elerk, common law clerk, con-
voying clerk, chancery clerk, every re-
finoment and department of clork, of
Mr. Mortimor Lightwood, Solieitor.”
Dick Bwiveller's “The Marchioness,”
whom he named "Sophronia Sphinx,”
ns being “a name euphonious and gen-
teel, and furthermore indleative of
mystery.” is known to qurybod:r. In
“Our Mutual Friend,” however, there
figures » much less distingulished and
‘ the wife, name-
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fron bars, ., AlL!" The Interjec-
tion was In tho boy's natural accent,
and he sghivered violently, “Ugh!™ His
teoth chattered and he looked about
vaguely. “It Is like an lcehouse, T do
not lke those dreams; they make me
so colid, Selgneur, It is lale; my moth-
er will not be pleased. Aud 1 must
stop at the garden and pick the vege-
tables for supper—earrots and peas. 1
must hurry to get the peas and car-
rota.”

Little Alixe, clutehing her {ather’s
thumb, watched as the boy dlsap
peared, Then, to the general’s aston.
{sliment, she began to sob, “l—I don't
know," she answered his qulck ques
tlon, "But I—I think It |8 because |
am sorry tho little boy was éo cold.”

CHAPTER V,
A Game of Cards,

Francols Beaupre—Le Francols of
Vicques—sober, laborious, had in him
a cortnin plg-headedness, and alio a
vein of the gambler which had swollen
with use; yet because it had so far
brought him only good luck the nelgh:
bors called this good judgment. He
wng a dealer In working oxen;' he
bought and raised and sold them, and
only his wife knew what chances he
often took in buying young beeves! It
wns a simple golid form of speculation.
yet It was that.

On a day in September he left Vie-
ques early in the morning to drive to
the market In Delesmontes, a lengue
distant, two pairs of oxen which he
had bought as calves for almost noth:
ing [rom poor stock out of a farm
lengues away. He had fed and troined
and cared for them till now they were
all well setup and powerful
smooth-working—ready to eell for a
good price. At the market ha found
thnt there were few oxen to be dis

| pused of, none which compared to his,

and his ldens of value went up—he
would get nine hundred franes for
them, which delayed the sale,

So It came to be, by the time his
bargaln was closed, three o'dlock in
the afternoon, and he huad had no din-
ner, With the cattle off his hands
and the money In his pucket he felt a
gense of lelsure and of wealth, Hun-
gry as u wolf he felt also, and he
turned into the inn of Delesmontes,
where the sign of a huge bear, cut out
of tin and painted black, swung before
the door.

A waltress approached him—a som-
melllere—trim In her short calico skirt
and white apron, her hair done in the
pleturesque fashion of the place. The
girl took his order; as she turned o
20 a man just coming In  knocked
agninst ber, and apologiting  with
many words, caught sight of Francois.

“Good day!" he saluted him heartily.
“Good day, Mengicur Leaupre,” nnd
Francols, friendly alwuys, <answered
“Good day,” but with a reserve, for he
did not recall the man. “You don™
romember me? That Is natural, for
we met but once.  Yet | have not for-
gotten you. It was at the house of
my cousin, Paul Noirjean of Devilller.”

Now Paul Nolrjean was an old se
quaintance and a solld man, and
thouph Desupre did not see him often,
Hving six leagues away, he respected
him highly. A cousin of his was to be
consldered, and Francols was embar
rassed that his memory could not
focus on the meoting. He tried to
cover this with cordiality, and lnvited
the stranger to share his meal,

“Not &t all, not at all,” the other
answered. “Yet we must have a bottle
of wine together, but It shall be my
bottle.*

Francols objected; the man Insisted
At length: “See, we will play curds
for that bottle,” the unknown man sug-
gosted, and the cards were brought.
and o gama of La rams—euchre—was
in progross (n two minutes,

Mennwhile the wine had come, and
Francols, a touch more generous ahdd
more cordial for it, was genially sorry
when he won and the stranger must
pay
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Historic City of Kiev.
Kleff or Kiev, scepe of the great
“rltual murder” trial, Is the enrllost
seat of Christlanity in Russln. As the

| most ancient capltal of the cmplre it

b eurned its title of mother of cltles.
Its far stretching monastery of Poteh.
ersknyu Lavra s one of the wonders
of the world, With many a chureh

Land chapel and Innumerable monklish

cells within its high wall, the "clty of
caves” forms a town by Itself. Teo
the catacombs cut out of the solld
rock overy year come pllgrims from
all over Russls o worship at the
ghrines of the saints who eame veurs
ago (rom Dysantium. HBot Kieff =
not a typically Russlan oity. It has
lost its early BHyzantine eharacter
without gaining the modern Russinn
spirit.

Medals for What They Don't Do.

“Donr me," sald the potentate, "who
are those people and what is the mean.
ing of their enormous badges?™

“Prince,” was the reply, "they nare
members of a temperance soclety and
thelr badges signify that they wveve:
get drunk.”

The prinoe frowned,

“Jt I wore a big badge,” he sa'd, "“for
overy wrong thing | don't ‘o you
couldn't see my clothes at al”

. r "
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way service of his distriet.
"We are apt to call the Kkicker =»
ornnk and a nulsance,” sald Mr. Mitch-

things dona for the community.”

He amiled and ended:

"They who never kick are but toe
apt to become footballs.”

Mra. Winslow's Soothing Byrup for Ubildten
toething, muftena the guma, reduces infammas
tion,aliays pain,cures wind coilo 25 & botileds

Foriorn Objects,

“There Is something pathetic about
a deseried house that has fallen Into
ruins.”

“Yes, indeed. And sometimes a palr
of discarded suspenders will move a
sentimental person to tears.”

Dr. Pierve's Pellets, small, sugar-coated,
oany to tale am candy, regulate and invige
orate stomach, liver and bowels. Do not

gripe. Adv

Or Heara From Her.

“He says that when he makes up
hie mind to do a thing he goes and
does It."”

“He meansg that when his wife
makes up hig mind to do & thing he
goes and doeg It

Worma expelled rmn‘ﬂl: from the human
:-mn :th Dr. Peery's Vermifuge *“Desd
at." .

Boston Slang.
“Good joke, ch? Are you next?
“Yes," aaid the Boston man, “I'm
contiguous.”

ifann and
Buy Red

Water ln bluing s adulterstion,
water males liguid blue costly.
t'ross Ball Blue. Ady,

In Oregon the lnw fixes a minimum
whge of $9.25 a4 week for adult women
clerks,

WOMAN REFUSES
OPERATION

Tells How She Was Saved
by Taking Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable

| Compound.

Logansport, Ind. —*My baby was
over a year old and I bloated till I was
; & burden to myself.
1 suffered from fe-
|| male trouble so I
§ | could not stand on
il my feet end 1 felt
|like millions of
i| needlea were prick-
ing me all over. At
last my doctor told
me that all that
would save me was
an operation, but
this I refused. I
told my husband to get me a bottle of
Lydia E, Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound and [ would try it before I would
submit to any operation. He did so and
I improved right along. T am now daing
all my work and feeling fine,

“I hope other suffering women will try
your Compound. I will recommend it
to all I know," — Mrs, DaNigL D, B,
Davi18,110 Franklin St., Legansport, Ind.

Since we guarantoes that all testimo-
nials which we publish are genuine, is it
not fair to suppose that if Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound has the
virtue to help these women it will help
any other woman who is suflering in a
like manner?

If you are ill do not drag along until
an vperation is necessary, but at once
take Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetabla
Compound.

Write to Lydia E. Pinkham
Medicine Co. (contfidential) Lynn,
Mass. Your letter wil be opened,
read and answered by a woman
and held in strict confidence,

Rheumatic
Twinges
rla'ld immediataly to Sloan's Lin-
ment. It relieves aching snd
awnllen parts inatantly, Reduces
Y inflammation amlguielnllmlmn—

izing pain. Doo't tub=it peoe-
trates.

SLOANS
LINIMENT

Kills Pain

Rven quick relief from chest and
rout affections. Have you tried
Sloan's? Here's what others says

Relisf frem Mlsumalism
"My mother s u e oue B,
of Sloan's Linlment, and nithoush

Good for Cold and Crong e
ave bim theea dropa on @
before '.
[
lgia Gone
of peumigin, Thoae palns have all
Sloan's Instructive Rooklot on

e o A e e
thaen, o Bira. I Lindalons, g, ~ g
“A Nitle Boy el door had aroup.
grngtl:l mother Sioan’s Liniment to
2 i to bedd, and e got n&.

ﬁﬁg eroup to the morniig, —Mr.
fiv 1] wd Ave, Chicage,
Neurals
*Sloan's Linimant Tn e best medi-
cine in the world, It has relioved me
on
1¢ 15 Fe A
m.w tlnﬁ'ﬂ.'y&“&’u."ﬁlﬂﬂ;&*—“ﬁ
L3
Atall Donlers, Price 28, 50¢. & 31,00
. want [ree,
DR. EARL S. SLOAN, loc, BOSTON, MASS,

oroaps, cold creame. mwaksnge

ipls wud binekhivead o o
-Ewu.l Bair feumoyer aren

rolliuns are the best are
Bastoras Sapply Lo Bes 1007 Besaiille,

L ——

PISO'S REMEDY

A

plaints, had fmproved the Fall®

.

el. “But t's the kicker who gots, f
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